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Maid.     But the maid's heart a fair white table is,

Spotless and pure, where no impressions be
But the immortal characters of bliss,
Which only God doth write and angels see*

Wife.     But wives have children; what a joy is this I
Widow.  Widows have children too, but maids have none*
Maid.     No more have angels, yet they have more bliss
Than ever yet to mortal man was known.

Wife.     The wife is like a fair manured field.
Widow. The widow vonce was such, but now doth rest.
Maid.     The maid, like Paradise, undrest, untill'd,
Bears crojps of native virtue in her breast.

Wife.     Who would not die a wife, as Lucrcce died?
Widow.  Or live a widow, as Penelope?
Maid.     Or be a maid, and so be stellified,
As all the virtues and the graces be,

Wife. Wives are warm climates well inhabited,

But maids are frozen zones where none may dwell.

Maid. But fairest people in the north are bred,

Where Africa breeds monsters black as hell.

Wife.     I have my husband's honour and his place.
Widow.   My husband's fortunes all survive to me.
Maid.     The moon doth borrow light, you borrow grace.
When maids by their own virtues graced be.

White is my colour, and no hue but this
It will receive, no tincture can it stain.
Wife.     My white hath took one colour, but it i*
My honourable purple dyed in grain.

Widow.  But it hath been my fortune to renew

My colour twice from that it wits before.
But now my black will take no other hue,
And therefore now I mean to change no more.

Wife.     Wives are fair apples serv'd in golden dishes.
Widow, Widows good wine, which time makes better rrmch.
Maid.    But maids are grapes desired by many wishes,
But that they grow so high as none can touch.